his father-in-law, President Stiles, and set to work on his biography, which was Ye who have known the sudden tears that flow,-Sad tears, yet sweet, the dews of twilight woe,-When, led by chance, your wandering eye has crossed Some poor memorial of the loved and lost, Bear with my weakness as I look around On the dear relics of his holy ground, These bowery cloisters, shadowed and serene, My dreams have pictured ere mine eyes have seen.
And oh, forgive me, if the flower I brought Droops in my hand beside this burning thought; The hopes and fears that marked this destined hour, The chill of doubt, the startled throb of power, The flush of pride, the trembling glow of shame, All fade away and leave my FATHER'S name!
